SOME LETTERS OF
The weather grows hot and heavy apace; I fear we shall have to make a break for the mountains before long.
,•••«•        »••
W. V. M.
To Josephine Preston Peabody
CORTINA D'AMPEZZO, TYROL, July 15, 1897.
MY DEAR Miss JOSEPHINE PRESTON PEABODY: I have not answered your unfriendly and inadequate letter sooner because I found myself incapable of mustering the amount of ill-feeling which I judged commensurate with the demands of a reply. I have, indeed, given up all hope of such a strenuous accession, and have resolved merely to hide the fountains of my good will under a decent covering of recrimination, throwing my human longing for retaliation to the winds. I am the more moved to measures of pacification because, in the first place, my return to New England shores has grown suddenly more imminent, and in the second, because I hear news of noble Works taking shape and soul under your hands. It is now nearly three weeks since I fled here to this sky-hung, cloud-acquainted village of the Austrian
88al speaking-out-in-neeting—hoop-la! — Excuse my barbaric yawp; t is merely meant to express enthusiasm.
